CALL  NO   MAN  HAPPY

some it looked, how well they marched and how I regretted not
parading with them! There followed two days of silence; the town,
emptied of its youth, was waiting. Then one morning the Captain
sent me an order:

'Report at ten o'clock at Cavalier dc la Salle Quay to -eceive
Colonel Moore, and place yourself at his disposal.'

I have a noble memory of the arrival of the first English regiments
in Rouen, in August 1914. The great transports loaded with soldiers
in khaki, so closely pressed together that they seemed to form, a
single living mass, came up the Seine. On the bank French girls
waved flowers and handkerchiefs.

'Hip, hip, hurrah!' the soldiers replied with a single voice.

When they disembarked we admired their discipline, their num-'
bers and the evidence they bore, in a thousand details, of the ancient
tradition of a great people. For us foot soldiers of the Third Re-
public, the army meant an odour of coal tar, scanty coats, stiff boots.
These English regiments had preserved the elegance and finery of
the armies of the old regime. Their beautiful drums painted with the
royal arms, their horses with white harnesses and tlie brilliantly
coloured tartans of the Highlanders filled me with admiration,
surprise and misgiving. How would these bright paladins setting
out for the Crusade receive us poor beggars of the French rank and
file, jabbering horrible English?

On this point we were quickly reassured. Not only did they
receive us with courtesy but they quickly became attached to us as
though to mysterious, strange and useful animals which France had
given them. Whether the man in question was Boul6, Legrix or
Andr6 Blin or myself, in a week's time no English Colonel could get
along without 'his Frenchman1 who, in this strange country of in-
comprehensible customs, had become a sort of Providence for him
and the battalion. Colonel Moore, my colonel, was an Irishman,
energetic, ambitious and anxious to astonish his superior the Quarter-
master-General by the speed with which he carried out orders. In
this I helped him to the best of my ability. Organizing a military
base is a business very much like any other in civil life. My days and
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